The Call for Brains
k- Enriched Brains. Educated Brains.

By Woodbridge N. Farris.

OR ages, men and women have been  trylng to get food,
clothing and shelter without the ald of brains. They have
not been even moderately successful, Here and there a

man has awakened to the realization that knowing how to
do things angd get things 1s an element of tremendous power,
If it §s worth while to ltve at all, it Is worth while to liye
Man i something more
He has intelll-

well, to live nobly, to live happlily.
than a bundle of instincts gnd Impulses,
gence; he has the cdpacity to think. Most men do not use
. this capacity, They trust to luck, they pin their faith to the magic of & rab-
" Bit's foot, a horse chestnut or some other charm and turn their “thinktank"into
cold storage room, Reader, what are you doing? Have you ever taken an
' Inventory of your own braln rescurces, have you ever taken an inventory of
the resources of this great round world? Or, have you been taking a long
Rip Van Winkle sleep?
The call for brains, enriched brains, educated brains, has gone out
" through the world, in this, the beginning of the greatest céntury, Do Yyou
want wealth, do you want position, do you want power? If you have bralns,
two seeing eyes, two hearing ears, and two willing hands you can have what
you want. Behold, the world’s natural resources! Thege are your natural re-
sources, your raw materialg lying about loose in the earth, They are 80 much

" Junk,~worthless until transformed by the creative hand of intelligence,

Not one man in a thousand ever dlscovers the riches buried in his
brains. Confldentially, most people have brains, but they are not using them,
They have left their own brain farms and gone out into the highways and by-
ways, slaves to the intelligence of those whom they call bosses, the few own-
ers of the earth.

On every cross road, on every street, throngs of youth ery out that oppor-
tunity is for the sons and daughters of the rich, They recount to every pas

' 'serby their disadvantages. How frequently the rich man tries to awaken his
" son by saying to him: “If I had only had your advantages what wouldn't 1
Biave accomplished as a young man!” This s an error, With his son’s un-
earned spending money, with his son's fine clothes, with his son's spendthrift

. associates, he, too, would have been a cipher, a nothing.

Young man, young woman, this i§ the hour when the great, busy, hustling
world calls for brains, educated brains, self-directing brains. The school-
house calls to you and offers you the key to the world’s great treasure house.
Every robust boy and girl who hungers and thirsts for knowledge and power
can hear the call, All the great institutions of learning are taxed beyond their
capacity. In evéry human vocation the call rings out for men and women
whose brains and hands are trained for service.

Wake up, fathers and mothers; wake up, young men and young women,
and use your own brains, Quit working on shares, and work for yourself,
You are never too old to do something, and be something. Work your own
Klondike, count one in this century of brains. The' flower and fruit of every
age Is man, master of his own mental resources; man, master of the world’s
pesources: man, reallzing all of -his possibilities; man, fulfilling his divine
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The
Acquiring of Clear %
Speech

By John D. Barry.

OW how are people to break themselves of faulty enuncla-
tion? Simply by taking time, In this country we are en-
couraged to do things in a hurry. To be busy, that is, to be
rushed, has been so long an ideal with us that even if we
really aren't busy we have acquired the habit of doing things
in a busy way—that is, a hurried way. ' We attend to tritles
hurrledly, We even speak hurriedly when we have plenty
of time. Moreover, it is so credible in the general estima-
tion to seem busy that many people with plenty of leisure
pretend to be busy and dishonestly say they are busy, and act as if they were
busy, and talk with the breathless hurry of people rushed to death, At Is very
eurious, this ideal of seeming to be rushed as if’it were a good in itself and
pot a misfortune, a state to be guarded against, both for one’s own comfort
and for the ake of not annoying people about us. Repose, quiét, poise, 'the
. easy balance of one's mental and physical qualities, must be recognized as an
ideal before, as a people, we can learn to arrange what is golng on in our
minds and to express it in clear speech. 8o if we decide to try to speak well,
| we must accept this ideal and relax from thé tension with which most of us
" hold ourselves, When we express ourselves we shall then express, not a hur-
ried or an harassed being, but a nature calm and rational. Instantly many et
our faults of diction will straighten themselves out, and we shall find our
task of clegr-speaking astonishingly lightened.—Harper's Bazar,
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Clean
Handling of Milk and
Degetables

Epidemics of Typhoid Fever and Other Dis:

eases Often Due to Lack of Cleanliness. /
A ——_— e

| Cpnttaety By Dr. W. T. Sedgwick. ",

UCH is said and written nowadays concerning dirty mlk,
and any one who is familiar with the primitive methods gt
keeplng and milking cows, especially in some stables, does
not need to be told that milk is likély to be seriously poilut-
ed with dirt, More than one pamphlet has been fssited by
the United States department of agriculture and by the
state experimental stations drawing attention to this faet,
and to the need of greater cieanliness in the milk Industry.
The writer is constantly urging upon city consumers of wmilk

-

t they snould not only demand purer and eleaner milk, but also that they
i be ready to pay for such milk a higher price since great piins and

“expense are reqiired to put the milk: Industry where 1t belongs, on & higher
ane of care and cleanliness. ‘ S,
" Many epldemics of typhold fever and other infectious or cont:
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It was 9 o'clock In the morning, and
the doctor had paid an early visit to
his patient, Mrs. Appleton, leaving in-
structions with her faithwul attend-
ant, Bridget.

“She is past the danger line now,
Blddy, so feed her up; we must make
her take nourlshment whether she
cares for it or not”

“What will I be giving her, doctor,
she jist ates like a bird at the best of
times?"

“Try a good, strong, lamb broth,
and given her two raw eggs per day;
now feed her up, and we, will soon
have her out again.'

“Indade, and I will, doctor; it do
seem as If the whole house was gone
with her so still.”

“Well, Biddy, it all depends on you
now, if you do not feed her well, 1
ghall have to send in one of my
trained nurses, and you know how
much you like them, eh, Biddy?”

The doctor closed the front door
softly, and went out laughing. Biddy
was a good friend of his, but he loved
to tease her a bit,

As he got into his carriage, he re-
called with much amusement Biddy's
indignation some two years since,
when Mrs, Appleton was stricken sud-
denly with an acute attack, and he
had installed a trained nurse.

Now, there are trained nurses and
trained nurses, as every one Kknows,
The dear, gentle, faithful souls, who
get into our hearts as well as our
homes,

Biddy could never forget that ex-
perience.. The first act of the nurse
was to forbid Bridget to enter the
room. The patient, although speech-
less and suffering, longed for her ever
devoted helper, and Blddy was heart
broken.

This time, with young Harold away
at school and Bridget the sole com-
forter of his widowed mother, Bridget
was to relgn supreme.

Why not, pray? Had she not lived
with the dear lgdy in ber father's
home from the time Miss Bessie first
entered a kindergarten, and then did
she not prepare the new home for the
bride? Who but Biddy krew the
agony of those dreary days of early
widowhood, and who could read the
face so0 dear to her as the one who
knew her best?

It was a sweet, old story of mistress
and maid, and the doctor well knew
how dependént hig frail patient was
upon the greathearfed Irish woman,
who had no other home aud cared for
none.

When the doctor's carriage was out
of sight, Biddy crept softly up stairs
to find her charge resting with closed
eyes. “Dear heart of her,” sald Biddy
goftly,” she do be making the sign of
the cross with her ‘white hands, and
it's the best broth in the town I'll be
making for her."

Down staire went Biddy, and soon
ghe was telephaning for supplies.

That duty over, she went into her
well-ordered kitchen, and, while mak-
ing necessary preparations for the
broth, talked as was her custom, to
harself, “The doctor was laughing, he
.wag, but praise be the saints, there

L will be no more sticking of that nas-

ty little theomometer in her mouth,
and no more messes for her to eat,

‘and she that daiuty. T do be coaxing

‘her all the while. ~ Oh, but the alrs
mde?e :o angrl lhl.t‘,_l.;:a
* ance for t. ‘B t,' séz she:
—{ want some steak for my breakfast,
lock,’ sez she, ‘and do yon

¥ ios ~m:~*‘* yoars been traced to milk, polluted by dirty

Bridget’s Broth.

By MRS. KATE TANNATT W00DS.

maeny’s the time; but the high and
mighty nurse, down she came, and
sez:—Bridget, you do need some les-
sons {n sanitary sclence, indeed you
do.

“‘In what, Miss?" sez I. “Which was
wicked of me, for the blessed missus
had told me all about it, and was very
particular herself; why not, when she
is a director of a cooking schoal, but I
was stupld on purpose, heaven for-
give me!

“‘Sanitary or domestic sclence,’ sez
ghe, in her proud way, wid the head
of her up in the alr.

“‘And what is it like, miss? sez I,
‘do you boil it, or cook it in the oven?
We never eat fried meats here’

“‘Bless me,’ sez she, ‘what dense
ignorance one finds even in good fam-
flies. You see, Bridget,’ she went on,
‘Mrs, Appleton Is never very strong,
and you should know what to do for
her.’

“‘Yes, miss,’ sez I, ‘seeing that 1
have done for her since she put on
short frocks, mebbe I might learn, if
she asks it.’ -

“Well, that woman turned our house
upglde down, and she kept me that
worried that I lost ten pounds of flesh,
which I might well spare, but I lost
my sleep, which was worse,

“At last she went. The doctor need-
ed her somewhere else; and 1 clapped
the two hands of me 'till they ached,
when she went out of the door, and
the dear missus, she said ‘Amen’ as
hearty as the Methody man who lives
next door.

“That’s why there i§ no trained
nurse this time. A good, strong broth
I8 it; well, the dear lady shall have
it as quick as I can make it, for this
morning, when she-sald to the doctor:
‘Let no one take care of me but Bid-
dy, doctor, for she knows just what to
do, 1 was happy.

**All right sez the doctor, and I
was that proud I wanted te hug my
poor dear, and the doctor, too, indis-
criminate like.”

All day Biddy trotted back and forth
wearing her felt slippers, and the in-
valld was happy, knowing how pleased
her kind servitor was.

Down in the kitehen the “strong
broth” was being made, not according
to auy formula of the hospital diet
kitchen, but as Blddy pleased, and
her mistress liked to have it done.

At last it was ready, and Biddy pre-
pared a tray on which she placed two
well-browned crackers, a pretty china
bowl, a few flowers in a tiny vase, and
some glossy damask napkins,

Love had taught Biddy some things
which were beyond the ken of many
blessed with a more Itberal education,
She knew that the best dish in the
world would never tempt Mrs. Bessis
unless it was served in a dainty man-
ner. She had learned, algo, never to
cook the rice in the broth, but to add
It after it was thoronghly cooked. The
broth was gkimmed and seasoned, and
Bridget surveyed her work with great
satiglaction. But fate, the rascal, was
on the alert to disturb Biddy’s confid-
ence,

Just as Biddy mounted the stairs,

the front door bell rang sharply, and

A sudden movement caused o

felt wlippers to slip on then:rr‘:fu:&e
waxed floor, and away went Blddy'
tray, troth, flowers, dishes and l!l"
clattering down to the room below'
Even one lamp chimney or one smuli

plate can make not only a terrible |#

noise, but with flendish glee they are

ence at last became 1

| she called in anxlous tones:

dy, are you hurt?”
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Biddy bolt upright, rabbing ool
with a fat, broth-bathed hapg,
She bad not heard ber Mistregy oo
was simuly dazed by the accidep; wy
the likes of i,” she MUrtureq Ui,
to herself: “and the Poor deap
ing nourishment.” -
above llllerrumed :

In the middle Of 0. orien ) py,

A volee from
“Bridget, tell me at once, have. ya
broken auy bOBEs; if you do pt g
me I ghall ¢ome down.” 3

Lookiwg -up, ’md’ 82w the e
face of her patient, and in an {nsten
she forgot herself and her kes g
appointment, and before these
time to remonbtrate, Mrs, Apiletn!
was hurried f8to bed and peoe
smothered ‘with blankets, g

“Oh, my dear, my por dear"
Biddy, “it's getting a death cold youu
be, and all for that old bell rigges

“I'm ‘all right now, Blddy; ang
must excuse me for laughing,
you did look 80 droll sitting
and-—" k

“Shure I. was that mad,” said p
dy, “I lost me voice, and me breakt
that pretty bowl you brought from!
France; and the strong broth wage
and me a sight to behold.”

Then both mistréss and mald beg
to laugh, and the merry laughter ig}
creased the circulation, which was (i,
very thing the doctor wanted to fo
and Bridget was happy when she re
membered that more strong bl
could be had In her kitchen, and o
one was huft. /

Many times during the day Mre
pleton found herself laughing omg
the mishap as she thought of Biidy)
picture on the orlental rug.

“What a snap shot Harold wosll
have made of it,”” she said to herstif
and then ghe laughed again. ’

The next morniog, the doctor fousd
his patient much better, and the e
perature nearly normal. 4

“Biddy,” he sald, “did you make the
strong broth?” ! B

“Indeed and I did, doctor”

“And did Mrs.. Appleton relish %

“Very much,” sald that lady, o
then began to laugh again. The do
tor insisted on hearing the story, &
he, too, laughed merrily with them,

As he said good morning, he coul]
not refrain from teasing his
Bridget, and remarked with a twiok
in his handsome eyes: “Blddy,
#ext time I order strong broth ji
make it strong ehough to get over (i
stairs.” : Y

Mrs. Appleton recovered rapidly, st
inslsts upon it that a “merry heit
doeth good like madicine.”—From {he
Boston Cooking School Magazine. |

Art Superior to Losses.
“Bay,” ejaculated the regular
goer, “it's’ great t0 be one of the
artistic chaps, I took one of that

breed down' to “Gravesend with mey

last Saturday and'just before the rain}
came along to put a erimp in thin®
I put & swell bet down on a good
thing, and I told-my friend he'd betters
get aboard. He did and then the rain
hit my good thing and he wasn't any-
where. And while'I was sitting sWeals
ing at the skate my friend broke in o
me with this line of talk: ,
“'Did you ever see anything li®
the green in that grass? Look at B&
color In those trees over there; Whis
that's a regular Inness. And look &b
how, those white fences show  ub
against all thesedow tones. By Jo¥&
but that's sl It was ‘

coming to see, Now 1 know why DeeS

gar found inspiration at a mc ‘
“Then he stopped talking
language and went to eyeing the Fil
ﬂfﬂlﬂv Say, it De great to e
things that. make you forget ot
twenty-five, . That .”:‘hlt I let
't think to &8
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